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PRAISE FOR HIM 



And if I find you beautiful, what then? 

Shall I not take my pleasure in the line 

Of your clean chiseled nostril, and the fine 

Crisp curve your hair makes on your forehead? Men 

Are plenty who are dull and dutiful. 

I owe you thanks that you are beautiful. 

And if your spirit's vividness is such 
That with the swiftness of a flight of birds 
Rises the covey of your colored words, 
Where is the song shall praise you overmuch? 
I hold no brief for pious lividness; 
I thank you for your spirit's vividness. 

And if your soul — "Is there a soul?" "Perhaps; 
At least admit it as a way men speak." — 
Your soul then, lonely as a mountain peak 
And naked as a fawn, if it can lapse 
Sheer outward from the rim of things I see, 
Well! Still I'm thankful for your liberty. 

AT THE BANQUET 

Above the wine and cigarettes, 

Below the jest that flies, 
I catch with half-amused insistence — 
A throb of music in the distance — 

Your eyes ! 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

They knit the wine and jest together 

In deeper harmonies; 
With my own thoughts they interlace 
Like some strange contrapuntal bass — 

Your eyes 

The words we speak say all — and nothing. 

In them no mystery lies; 
Only, between my soul and sense 
Steal, half amused and half intense, 

Your eyes. 

DEFEAT 

I have seen him, and his hand 
Has that slow gesture still. 

My tutored heart 

That had gone quietly these many months 

And happily, securely, beat its way 

Glad to be free of the old instancy — 

My heart betrayed me. 

Cowardly it stopped ; 

And then it leaped, 

And the old Panic hoofbeats thundered in my ears. 

Oh, is there then no peace for me 

When old love will not die? 

And shall I conquer all things, 

Thrusting up, through the intolerable pain of growth, 

Until my soul 
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